*    The Poisoned Dish    *

legitimate king. You took me to bolster your state, to
give an air to your commonness, you, a casual bastard,
your mother a slut out of a village, daughter of a
tinker, a woman you were so ashamed of that, when
you usurped the throne, you refused to recognise her
and drove her to suicide. And you want to know how
you can insult me? Your very existence has been one
long insult!'

These words had an appalling effect upon Narathi-
hapate. Not only did they cut deep into the quick,
sneering at his origin, his usurpation, and his meanness
to his mother, emphasising the sense of inferiority
against which he had always sought to assert himself,
but the force with which they were delivered seemed
to rend his disordered nervous system. The perspira-
tion poured from his skin. A frenzy seized him and,
taking up one of the bowls from the table, he flung it
into Sawlon's face. The ware broke and cut her; the
contents were scattered over her features and neck.
But she stood fast and, wiping away the food, said in a
level voice:

'If I have failed to poison you, you miserable cur, I
am happy to see that my words have unhinged your
mind/

It almost looked as if she had spoken the immediate
truth, for with both hands he began to hurtle bowls
about the room. Some of them hit members of the
court, some smashed against pillar or wall or sailed out
of the windows. There was utter consternation, many
of the women lying prostrate, while others drifted
from the room like flower-petals in a storm. The more
experienced, however, waited for the frenzy to pass,
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